DISGRACE  ABOUNDING
wonderment that the wing of the aeroplane had ^hardly cleared
Dover before the French coast appeared beneath it. The strip of
water between the two was so narrow that there seemed barely
room for the little steamer that was just passing between them.
For the ants down there on the sands France and the French were
things almost as far away and as foreign as the moon. From up
here you felt that you could lean down and join them with a piece
of stamp-paper.
Then I turned again and looked out to port and had another
shock. The French and English coasts fell away so steeply that
from this side I could see neither of them. Strange atmospheric
conditions prevailed. A cloudless blue sky and a motionless blue
sea were mated by a blue haze that raped the horizon. You could
not see where sea left off and sky began, what was sky and what
sea. They were all one. There was nothing, above, below, around,
but a blue something. Nothing to measure height by. Nothing
to measure movement by. Nothing but blue, and the roar of the
engines to say that we were living beings still belonging to a world
that had vanished. Nothing but that blue and a golden sparkle in
it that you could not locate, but which told you that the sun,
somewhere, was finding something in that blue emptiness and
gilding it.
A man could go mad if he set himself to think about that endless
emptiness, inexplicably coloured blue. Think of it as a coloured
glass bowl, as most of you do, and you are all right; cthe blue
vault of heaven* is a warm and comforting conception. Take
away the glass bowl, try to apply your human understanding to
the infinite, and you need to hold your scalp on. And why blue,
anyway? Not what is to come after worries me, as it seems to
worry so many people, but what was before. In the beginning was
... well, all right, if that satisfies you. But before the beginning*
you had to have space, and who put space there?
As I hung there, an infinitesimal fly on an endless blue wall, I
thought of these things until it hurt. On my left — thus. On my
right — Margate. Hurriedly I took a last look at that stupendous,
beloved, terrifying blue and sought refuge in my morning paper,
36

